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a.K.O.'S WESTCEB SUB 



5f-J 




LAST CHANCE at this LOW PRICE! 



lifetime CHRONOGRAPH 

STOPWATCH-WINDOW CALENDAR 

W R I S T-WATC H 'SSSST 



Comes with Handsome 
Matching Expansion Band 
AT NO EXTRA COST! 
WEAR AND ENJOY 
This Watch on 




TIM HOLT 



AS BLACK A5 THE HiAfTT OF WP- 
NlGhT, vmTH A JET /AASK COVER- 
ING MS EVIL FEATURES, TMf 
SLACK POMfUO ftQVt INTO 

THE 3UU.ET COUNTRY.' Hi* GOAL 

WAS ROS66RY ANP WiORPlS — 
AVP HIS FIRST VICTIM WAS 
TtM HOLT/ ANC> WHSN TIM 
HOLT PIEP FROM AN ASSASSIN'S 
BULLET M3MU5X TOOK UP THE 

GRIM TRAIL OF THIS CRUEL ARCH- 
P65PERAPO. ANP IT WAS — 

REDMASK 

VS. 

THE BLACK DOMINO!' 




THIS IS THE VAN KNOWN ONLY AS TMB BLACK 
PQMINO! <i«l<* *NC CRUEL, HIS HEART IS AS 



ON THE WALLS OF HIS OUTLAW MIPEOUT HANO 
CLAf MASKS— UFCSIZE ANP PA1NTEO- FOR 
THESE ABE THE MEN THE BLACK POWINO HAS 
MARKEP FCK fffATM...! 




TIM HOLT 



HIXT PAY lNTHE*iU(W 
MfHX£$9 SAlQO.v, i 

TQ*N OF BUU.IT. 




TIM HOLT 



LIKE WATCH «ClP?iNS AV¥A> THROcCh 5ANC, OXE 

Bv oni mi black pominc? outlaws sup 

mOM TM5 SALOON.. 




rijji;! 1 ; t L-M hum- 






! THE COUNTRY AKOUNP The 
. COW ANP R*JL TOWN OF 
BULLET l& RICH FOR OUTLAW 

PICKINGS. A. THUN7ERIN& 
CRSW OF KillERI STOPS 
tub bullet -Silver city 
6TAOS 






VagiKv-J 



TIM HOLT 



THE POCTOH'5 OFFIC* AT BUU(T- 





Dead or Alive! / 



rVE-/*-VTOR<E7 WITH 

KEPMASK BEFORE 1 I KNOW 

WHERE HE HANGS OUT. I MUST 
nAR-\ HIM 1 ANP IF SLACK 
POMINO IS SEEKING TO KIU. OFF 
THE _AWMAN, AS THIS RIWAKP , 
POPO-SS SEEMS TO SHOW, IT 
WIU. »E HtT IF HE TMtHK* r 
KILLED TIM HOLT— SO Hf'tL 
COMB OUT IN THE OPBN WITH 
HIS CKIMe*— 4NO S/Vf 

AWtMtA&C 4 CfACX AT . 




E 



TJM HOLT 




LIKE A GR1W *HA0OW » THE NtOMT, RKWAASK A SUM BABOO. FLASHES LIKE A SILVER STREAK, 

HURTLES mTO T*E BLACK POWKO PESPEHAPOEV. LAMPING HARP AGAINST »N OUTLAW* JAW- 



^»*j^'-'~^ 




hM HOLJ 




THE STARTLEP 5TAGECOACH HORSES 
Snort, lunge —amp ©olT: anp 
falling away from the black 
pomino's bullets- recwask 
props unper their tmjpplng 

HOOFS' 



WITH A 0KP6BATE TWiST OF HIS POWERFUL »OPV 
KPMASK CLUTCHES Tw£ SWAYING TRACES ! PULLS 

HUAMKF uPWWJP, HOOKS A L£G C 

WOODENTONGUF— ■ 




coulpnt stop those owlhoots from 
Gutimg awa~< with somf of their loot— 
•ut i manage? to prevent their taicin" 

" the cash the coach was carrying 




tOWB rtftJW luTM, in Tut mills 



TIM HOLT 

AT THf WffLAW HlPIOUT.- 



TK*t rO»SI i» AfTIB Mt! 

Tll« CMAMGH TMINU A b'TTLC - 
llff SINC8 TMfVHI AFTfcKME-- 

WlQHT A* WILL TAXI THfW - 

TO TVtf WLUX OQMUQOAta.., 




TIM HOLT 





•4ALF A MILE AWAY SIX HAJTP-=ACEP MEMBERS 
OF NOTORIOUS BUTCh CASSiDVS w\\jp BUNCH 
SPUE THglg 6RONC5 FOgWAgP - 



*£/?£ SM£ \ 
COM£S! J 


r PUMP HEffFULL OP LEAP! **V . 

HEP SACK POP WHAT $H£ —^ 

^— -1 P&ve to US,' - Sjm 






^v 


*M 


£Z *\*^b*Zc9k 




Z^4/ffizZ~ 


^ fcl 


hi 




Hl^^"'ii>|ii, 


Ml 
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L»6 THAN A WiLE »W* V H-PPEN FBOM Tt« WILD 
BUWC-I BV A TONGUE OF BOCK — 


(^ SOVEBOPVS SU8NNG 
1 CAST, CHITO' LETS TAKE 
V_- ABOUUP TWS ROCK 1 


EAD PLENTY I 
A P*S£AR J 




SJ1-; ; . 


jifc^ ""fc^^^^R 


J*** [ ^ \ 




ga^^a,) j 





WITH TRIGGER 


7UMPIN0 AND 0UN-6*SCEL FLASHING, 


IW HOLT ROCK 


TS INTO TVF. MA46EP GUWMSN 


WITH THE WJ»V 


OF A CANNONBALL ! 




'^SPsfcJSjS 


^l 


wvSH '^-.-^Niil 




■ '\ r&SJ^' m 


**»"■' a^ 




*■# 




^2&j 


Iv^^^'s.-^ 


*S3&± 





TIM HOLT 



WOMMTi UTBff 


J- - i- 


) 

1 


•.-'- % 


/ TUBNtP TAIL, CHlTO! I'LL G»A» THKE HOKS6 

[ THPyW 50 SCARIP W AH. THE OUNPLA* . 

V -XEVVf TUWfP INTO RJNAWA>»! ^^X 




ll \ym 


f^rkMi »f 


fjfojffcfJu%L 




^nR 


^^ViM 


lX JaSlvk 1 




U9i.! 




fk$/§. 




*£^t 
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AFTER HER BOWa- 



VOU CAVie.-' CHITO SENT YOU I 

ive beew waiting for you— 
because you can help ms 
GET the MONEY MY FATH6? 
BUBI6P YEARS A&O-OUJ I "" 




HERE'S HIS ^P.' SEE* TMOSS J 
WEN WERE AFTER ME TOW TO / 
4ET THIS MAP' MY FATHER 

BUR'EP CLOSE TO TWO HUNPREP 
THOU5ANP POLLARS—SOWE WHERE 
WEST OP BALP ROO ■ 



50RRX MA'AM ! VOU NEEP 

A LAWMAN L'KS A SHERIFF 
OR A MMSHAL', THEY'LL 

BE ONLY TOO HAPPY TO 
PROTECT YOU AND 

ESCORT YOU TO BA.P 




AV' MEN LIKE THAT WOULENT "1 
HAVE A CHANCE ASANST THOSE 1 
WEN THAT WERE AFTER AW ^ 

TOPAYf THEY'RE MEMBERS ■ 
OF 7W£ WLP BUNCH — THS^B 

OUTLAW KIIXBRS^ *^B 

THAT ROPE wn> W ™ T THI 1 
BUTCH CASSIPY! J SAME— J 




^=~^Z 




{ M 




' °r4Ij 




L/ Miiv 


/Ml 


V / 1 1 >*> 
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^^5AVt H'S SUN 8*«E 
V GLEAM FN THE LIGHT 
■ KNEW At? WOMf¥7" .W 
^L WCKF'-P H1PE OUT Ifc 
•^^ THE PARK LIKE TMA 


■ j 


> 




? 
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1 J IV 




'flfciPi 


' - i -*^»^^k»H wN tWIa 11 
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Sun 










Ai\Hw 
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r»CM ""1 T ""«t, A* TWfV MOVE *CK)55 the 
MIA 1 ?"?, rct<vtH STO^S *•» LOOKS OUT ACROSS 
tub uOBnow.. - 






z 



I CAN' 

THEM ALL — NOT WITH WLL, 
lUT iV TAKNG THEM OM ONE 
I CAN MANAGE THEM ' 



-AMPLE ^-x 
LA ALONG- J 
3NE 0" ONE C 

M! -*^_ J 




ONE HOllH ftfTE? SUNUP- 




TIM HOLT 


IT (S TM6 
BOX! I'll 
TAKI T| . 


) WHAT ABE 

f >eu 

POW5...* 




- 


Hf^ 


it. m \ 


1/1 M 


m 


s$E£ 


-TjJE 




SL^WS 



VOU'VE SE^'EI? MMJ5 PlJCfPCSE 
JEWM5K ; VO'J 8KOUOMT ME 
TO THIS BLACK BOX ! VOUVE ' 

PBlVEN O^F TME WILP BUNCH! 
I PO*)'T NggP vou Aigv MOVE, 
, REPMA5K ! 




TIM HOLT 




TIM HOLT 





THE (WORLD to COME TO AN 
EWP„. ? UMMM.L FOR THE SUM 
YOU HAVE MENTIONED, it can 

BE ARRANGED- I'LL LEtoJE - '" 
■/DURTeRRfTDRV TOMCPIfOW 



IS IT By ANOTHER COINCIDENCE 

TWAT - fc MONTH LWER- &CECTWN 
WAN TRAVELS TO AN EASTERN CI7V 
*ITU 'PLENTY OF MONEY" IN HIS 
VALISE - ? 




'TIM HOLT 



ASALLEVB6U3E 
WVITBD BY A 

fcUDDFN LEAP AND 
A RESOUNDING 

vote e, two 

CUGVlfjG MANPS 
SEAL THE SVFFTIC'S 
MOUTH ... 




outside in the alley, 
tuere abe some 

*!4/S5.0 AHW5 TMW 
JEREMIAH LOFT 
CANNOT BEE - 



A PAY PASSES ,„ THERE ABE FIVE 
SNORT MOURS LEFT BEFORE THE 
"DISASTER" STRIKES,,, AND PEX 
FURY RETURNS TO TOWN AFTSR 
A ^ONS TRIP i 

'WAL.EF IT AIN'T , 
REXFuRy.'SLAD'j 
TUH SEE yUH, , 
MAMMM... 




TIM HOLT 




Vim holt 




But wusntue earth rehls sickenly 

LWPERPOOT, TH EM S*>tfTS af**/ ....' 

*4J9*, £V£epaopy/ei#s ^Tmem ueh,ueu/ i 

«>P THg SH££Te# 0e*QI?£ i GOOD WORK, 
T'S TOO LATE/ j^J. METTROZlNl/ / 
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S1PE 

ME 

eltec- ■ 
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t 
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y Ck 


^y^^ 


/W'\l 


^.Si^H 



TREMBLINGLY, ONE BYONE, THE PEOPLE EXfT 
FROM THE NAKROW CoBBiDQR iN ro A LARQI k 
CAVERW — ONLV TD BE WET BY 



/OOOP yoUR MONEY 
IN THAT FILE BACX OP 

ME— 'N NOT APEEP 
OUT OP YUM/ 
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LEM3NEP *LL I 
VOU'RE GOiH' jfl 
TO LEfcCN , 

eWOSTPlOER/ J 




'i "A i itf^ 


> "^ 


7' jiMI^I 

L 'ff/i 
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ED RUN THE WATERS 



f~ HECHTLLWINDcamcdownout of the Coyote 
HillB, sweeping past -the grassy knolls of the 
Rtm country. There was abtte to the teeth of 
this wind, lor 11 was the moon of falling leaves, 
and its It ale Us way under his robe. Wafting 
Lance shivered. 

Hewitt his pon* alone on the rock ledge that 
Stared outacrcss the valley. Hewas Cheyenne, 
with the typical long black holr and high cheek- 
bones of his heritage. Hts hair was bound In 
tin* atrlpa eif red flannel, for the Cheyenn- 
walk— i the path of war, behind Roman Nose. 
their itgantlc chief. Hl« o.my, a piebald mus- 
tang, had strips ol this same red flannel attach- 
ed to its uncut mane and flowing tail. 

" The bluecoatsdonol come." Walking Lance 
whispered io the wind. "Long have 1 watted to 
sight their riflee.ind still they do not appear." 
His variance was heavy In his hand. Me 
shifted it slightly, and his black eyes swept the 
horiion. For a long lime how. hts people had 
felt the pinch □[ these white Invaders as they 
came in an endless swarm "f 
pUtna. And asihpycame. the buffalo 
■tlUkotia "l ahattS «*«*■" ,h » l hatl K *"' mFfl "" 
a] (he Great Divide were only a few, now. 
th" nine invaders had done that, with their 
ruthless killings. 

■■My people nave lived on the flesh and the 
hide and the horns of Pte for many centuries." 
the gaunl warrior told the wind. "The raltle 
IftM my cblldrwt twe *•« ctrwdb? W **•« 

bvmabuUalo , Tha robattiai sheila*" m 

btckwa out I Mi bJda HI nli * 

niiiifli-H in. my iritis and l«gs," 

■ ' ■■' Mt tould never 
muk? the winte mvadara iiudaratMd ttti*. Tfcaf 
Kept Ihel r spotted buffalo, as the Indians called 
their Ftrers, in Mg herds. They made ihem- 
mvu slaves to animals, thai Ihey Might eat. 
The warrior made a wry face. Not for 
tending of animals. Noi for hli 
thf mil of hrandlna and calving. 

arauiBi um* »w »k* *"«■ wind. The wind 

roam*dacrossthi» prairies. Nr. man said It nay. 
That sort of freedom, the Cheyenne could under- 
stand! 

The Indian ulilleiiRl. Ho turned his head 
slowly and his eyes - at anai u as (how of Kya 
the eagle - studied the thin blue Una whtTI tt 
swelledanddlppedoelowthe heights la ihe west 
■ i. ■ oyote Hills. 

"Bluecoats I " hewhlsnered. 'The blueeoal 




soldiers, *uw 

Now was the time to Bend hts black smoke- 
plumes swirling upward into the clean sky. Now 
was the time to advise the great Roman Nose 
that the blue coats were heading toward the 
Artkaree. 

It was three days later that Walking Lance 
pulled in his piebald mustang before the tepee 
of the Cheyenne chief. He slid from his saddle. 
disdaining to stretch before the glowing eyea 
of the warriors, went with straight back Io the 
tepee and passed within. 

noman Nose was nakedtothe waist. A great 
ntedaJ hung Irom his neck on a thick golden 
ch:un. His eyes lighted. 

"You are welcome, Walking Lance. My 
scouts saw your Signals. My young men trail 

" Walking Lance was blunt. His patience had 

beentemperedtoa fine edge by the long wait on 

the rock Ledge He askfd, 'When do we alt ark ? 

pons across the y^,, rt o we ftghi ihe white Invaders and slay 



1! ,11" 



, the wirk and 



Soot), m B"'^ Iff'" 1 - Vnri " T '-heir gen- 
erals - McCftll and Forsyth - they are close 
bytheBepiibllcaji River, on a fork of thai river 
railed the Artkaree. Tomorrow - weattaekl 

Walking Lance grunled. "The sooner the 
ruMter. Now thev are coming in a great Iron 
horse aoroaa the pl-unil A railroad, they call 
it. n will briiip. the while Invaders laster and 
taster. Better to aU) them mow and atop (hat 
Iron hurst batata It gets Mailed!" 

The sunlight Ihrew yellow ribbon t. -crosn 
theArlkaree. 11 sparkled lioni thf OovUg 
waters from the carbines ol the men in blue 
uniforms who waiched the inighl of the plains 
Indians gather agalnsl them. There were Brule 
Slnu* In their feathered warbonnetn and beaded 
morcaslns.Csmanches under their famous 
eMei cuanah Parker. Too, the Cheyennes _ 
douf ftfhUnf. men with their cheatn smeared m 
black and yellow pigments - were gathered 
behind Roman Nose. 

It wax d Btrong nrraythat was to lllnuj Itsell 
against the haled Invaders, And that array 
■Don ii as ime man when Roman Nose lifted! his 
lance and shook 1!! 

They came down from Ihe hills In a flood ol 
drumming hOOYM, wilh their warcrlen pulsing 
in their throats. Festherffluttered'ircjm small 



round shields, and from the shafts el their wax 
lances. The air llllpri with the swlltsh tif flylnp 
arrows. The Cheyennes crested their arrows 
with turkey leathers, The Siotm wrapped thetr 
arrowheads to their shafts with the sinews of 
the buffalo. In that manner, each maneouldtell 
who died under whose arrow, when the dead 
bodies were counted. 

The bluecoats Tell ae the arrows hit them. 
They twisted and writhed on the ground, and the 
foray came on and hit tnem, and then rolled 
away, hack In the hills, wllh the red flannel 
strips swinging In Ihe breeze as moccaslned 
heels pounded the ponies into greater speed. 

The Indians struck once, hard. 

Then they were away, to regroup and charge 
again . 

Walking Lance was In that first mad loray 
into the teeth of the whistling bullets. He had 
thrown his spear and watched a bluecoat drop 
under its point. His club had landed alongside 
the*cheekbone of another trooper. 

But the rifles of the bluecoats were cutting 
down their people! Alel Those bullets, that 
went faster Ihnn the swiftest arrow, cnuld strike 
«galn while a Cheyenne or a Comanche was 
notching his next shaft I 

"They are few," Walking Lance whispered 
to the wind that cooled his battled -fevered face. 
■'But with their carbines, they seem to be as 
many as the sands of the western deserts! " 

Walking Lance regrouped his warriors and 
took them downslope in another pelting gallop. 
The bluecoats, with their backs to the waters of 
the Arlkaree, were turning their backs, and 
fleeing. 

" Haaaalltyyooo I "screamed Walking Lance. 
"They fleet They flee ! ' 

And then he saw the little Island out In the 
waters of the small river. The bluecoats were 
running to that island. If they ever reached It, 
they could hide in those low bushes and shrubs 
forever I 

Walking Lance shouted a warning. The voung 
archers of the tribe heard hlra. and fitted their 
shafts to their orangewood bows. They drove 
their arrows In a murderous rain at the backs 
of the hliiernat soldiers. 

Many eoldlersfell, with those war shafts pro- 
truding upward from theLr backs. Thev lay In 
the a ate I , and the water turnpri a Hull red U 

their blood oozed out. 

Walking Lance lumped his horse from the 
bank, He landed between two blueccats, and Ms 
club was a blur of smashing fury. 

" Haaayyllltl " he screamed as the soldiers 
went down under that slashing weapon. 

"After them! After them! Do not lei them 
reach the island ! " 

ThTf war. no time to lurn, lo regroup and 
charge again In the light cavalry tactics so be- 
loved by Ihe Plains Indians. Master horsemen 



that they were, they knew the terror their painted 
faces and bodies threw Into those who saw them, 
as they came racing toward their enemies, bent 
low Into the whipping manes of their ponies. 
their weapons alive as they hunted out those 
enemies and slew them. 

"Go on! Go on!" cried Walking Lance, 
waving his warclub. 

The Cheyenne milled In the bloody waters. 
A few followed Walking Lance Into the deeper 
waters, arching their shafts after the man who 
crawled dripping onto the wooded Island. But 
the others scowled and drove their ponies at the 
rlverbank, climbing up onto the grassy slopes. 

There were Ihree men with Walking Lance 
astheywent out tntolhe river. Young wlrrlors, 
they were. Red Turtle, Horse Kicking. Dog 
Under A Tree. They were Intelligent, the (lower 
of the Cheyenne people, Perhaps they realised 
that they were fighting today for a way of life, 
against an Irreslstable tide of movement and 
progress that was sweeping them away before 
It as Tlatetse, the wind, came down off the 
mountains and drove the sand into whirling 
dervishes of power before 11. 

They charged, and their cries shook the 
.muscles In their throats. Their arrows looped 
through the air. Their clubs and axes made a 
blurring movement as they swung them. 

"It Is no use I "Walking Lance told the wind 
that ruffled the water. "My people do nol learn 
newways! Theyarenotas these white Invaders 
who will try any way of fighting at all to beat 
ynul" 

tie fought as he talked, with his club raining 
red death upon the bluecoats as they struggled 
toward the Island. 

Behind htm, Red Turtle was down, floating 
limply In the current. Horse Kicking had taken 
a bullet between his black eyes. Dog Under A 
Tree Jumped a bluecoat, and fingers wrapped In 
his throat, went under the red river. 

Only Walking Lance remained. He Mood, 
bronzed and grim, his greal chest lilting and 
falling as he gulped alrinte hislungs. He shook 
his bloody club above his head and he shouted 
his warcry. and kicked his pony forward. 

He was among Ihe bluecoats, club lifting and 
falling, when five bnllete from the troopers on 
the Island smashed Intents cheat. He went back- 
ward slowly — so slowly It seemed that he had 
time to think, and this Is what he thought: My 
people are doomed. Nomads and hunters such 
is nt> canroi stand bei<">ri itn' rush of ]in gri-ws^ 

We fight, bul In our heartswe know the battle 
Is lost before It rtarta. Perhaps that is why we 
fight so w ell — knowing that whatever happens, 

we areasgco d as de ad, already ! "~ 
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iPNAPPEP Br A .WANlACAL 
TWO'QUN KiLLiR-TAKiNOUT 
INTO THE BURNING WAST1B Of* 
THE PESEBT COUNT(?Y-7MI AMLr 

coviEs face ro facs with math* 

ANP THERE IS NO HOPE, FOR THE 
WAP MURPERER HAS WSUREP— 

THE DESERT DOOM!' 




WATCRj /WORE VALUABLE THAN GOLD OR PIAMONF5 
ON THIS SUN-BAKE? SECTION OF THE PE5ERT.' WITH- 
OUT IT, A WW CANNOT SOON. WITHOUT IT. HF 
MUST CVS.. 
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ftnto eoftfAuz.cove inpians amp 

C«VAir», COWPOoES AM' *Eh WANTEP 
H THj LAW. 
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5UPPENLY A &OOTE7 HEEL LAShM AT THE HEAR 

poo« o* r«e eaucc&p two ouhs flash <n the 

SUNU6HT... 




$/ THOUGHT .VAV8E SOMETHING U« 
W WOULP HAPPEN! THS COACH 15 Ct 
|l CASH FOR THE SILVER CITY »AMK- 
*■ CASH CRAWS THIEVES- UKE 
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MM HOLT 



BUT BEFORE THAT. Hi TAhf 
CASK OP THE ONE THING THAT 
WILL LET ME MAM A QlKK GET- 
AWAY ' NO POSSE CAN FOL_OW 
WE WITHOUT WATeff 




MDtjB AfTER HOLK.UNPER THE 
BROILING SUN THEY BiPE, TIM WITH 
MATH AT HIS BACK. ANP JUAMlTA 
WITm Eye- RIMMEP WITH HORROR 



YOU HE YYEEL.rttffi. WHEN WE 
tCACH THE SABRE WOUNTAINi, FDR 
JnCS B6Y0NP THAT HE W6IL BE 

SAPI! MtJSOB; "6 WEEL TAaE 



AS PUSK THROWS A MANTLE OVER THE SAutLWP. 
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SCOn a PiRE is Bla zing on The rock plat anP juanit* stoops to 

CO OK AttEAL.. / 't-m ,•«,!!■' PiuWgSOOP. 

PIUS/UPA- I GOT A FORTlINE in ,W_SAPPlEBAG& ] 



" QUEBIPA) I GOT A FOKTlJNE 

A PRETTY 6AL TO KEEP WE COMPANV 

LONG R PE NORTH 




.' WUTTEKINu5 ANF HiAP- 

SHAKNGS JUANITA HELPS Tim EAT. 
WHEN SHE TURNS TO LEAVE. ONE OF 
HER EARRINGS PROPS TO THE 
GROUND- 



SLOrtLV THE NIGHT HOURS WEAR! ON. 
SLEEPLESS, TIM WORKS HIS RNGES5 
BACK AMP FORTH. STHAWP BY STRSNR 

THE ROPES OIVE UNPER THE SLASH- 
ING EPGE OF THE TINY CRESCENT— 




WITH A QUICK WRENCH OF NUMBEP MUSCLES, Ti» BREAKS 
THE REMAINING STRANPS OF HIS BONDS — «NP LEAPS.' 
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T>ERe ft Q*fi Thl MUFFLEP PANT- 

irtHi OF !»© MEN FiGMTINB 

PBSPWTELY.. 




anp -rwe-j- 




ON >OUR FEET euPORP! I PON'T 
HIT A MAN WHIM HE'S POWNi 
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ntu OIHG SET I ^ 
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|lj| "' ::: ^rJiLS ENP NO MONEY! 
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"\ CONSUMERS MART. 

•f 131 West 33rd Street, New York 1, N. T. 



Tear out 
and mail 

this 
COUPON 



■ HMD STdir OF r*fH TO 



WOWJINpJIT m 



Wae/e Seme's 




